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Last Days in Paris
FOR a long time we couldn't believe it, Paris
was so quiet and beautiful. Every morning
when I opened my window I could see the
loveliest of pale blue skies, the trees of the Bois de
Boulogne, the Arc de Triomphe, and the Fort of
Mount Val&ien looking in the mist like a Florentine
convent* In the garden below, the concierge was
watering the begonias of which she was so justly
proud. In the flat underneath a workman whistled
a military tune as he mended a tap. Nothing had
changed. It could not be true that the Germans were
getting perilously near Paris.
Then we were bombed for the first time. At first
no one could see the planes. One of my children
said: 'Look, a swarm of bees!3 He had just
discovered the two hundred German bombers
shining in the sunlight. We did not realize that
bombs had been dropped. We thought it was just a
demonstration. But after they had gone a friend
telephoned: It's been very serious. Over a thousand
bombs/ We went to see the craters, the ruined
houses, the factories that were burning still. So it
had been a big raid after all. It was extraordinary to
see how little it had impressed the Parisians.
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